
A Clirtfttmas Toast.
Ilcre'a ft round to thee, Dan Chaucer,

At tho font nl Christina time,
riedga 'mo, poet to tho master

Of our gentle art of rhymo.

To the eldest of our brother.
To tho honor of hh name.

To the vcotnes of Ills spirit,
'Jo the glory of hli famo;

To thnt volco whoso music ocbooi
AH tho rentur.'ot alonjr,

Prophesying urt triumphant
In etei nltj tf son0'.

--Century.

A Child rnjoy
Tho pleasant flavor, gentlo action and
Boothing effect of Syrup of Tigs, when
in need of a laxative, find If the father
or mother bo cotitlvo or bilious, tho most
gratifying results follow its use; so that
it is tho best family remedy known and
every family should Iiavo a bottle.

Shine All the Tlf?r.
During the summer months tho sun

shines on I'nltod States territory
twenty-fou- r hours In the luy. When 16

is ( p. in. at Altoo, Alaska, it is 0:30 a.
in. at Kastj ort, Mo.

A Ileruld of tho Infant Vcnr.
Clip tl:elast thirty years or more fromths

century, and the iement will represent the
term of tho unbounded popularity of llostet-ter'- s

fcitomach Bitters. The opening of the
year 18 )3 will be finalized by the appearance
of & frc.h Almanac of the Bittern, in which the
uses, derivation and action of this world-famou- s

medicine will be lucidly net forth. Kyery-bod- y

should read it. Tin calendar and astro-
nomical calculations to be found In thU
brochure are alwayj astonlHhlncly accurate,
and the statistics. Illustration, humor and
other reading matter rich In Interest and full
of profit. The llostetter Company, of l'ltt-bun- r,'

Pa., publish It themselves. They cm-pl-

more than sixty hands in the mechanical
work, and mcra than eleven months in the
year are consumed In its preparation. It can
be obtained, without cost, of all druggists and
country dealers, and is printed In English,
German, French, Welsh, Norwegian, Bwcdish,
Holland, Bohemian and Spanish.

The littlo group of adrenturcn
had reached tho vio'.nlty of Hcmlocl
Hill --without accident, in the mean-
time. "This is the wildest night w
ever came here, Bob," remarked Nor
man. "Whew! that blast cuts like i
knife. In with you, boys, to shelter!'

"Who's got tho time?" sing out
Boh, as he clambered up the ladder

Norman answered from below bj
flaring a match and examining hli
timepiece.

"One minute of midnight, Bob." h
sang out. "LTp with you, bjys! Bare-
ly on time, we'll ring out a tune to
night that will wake up the sleepers.'

All gained the second floor. At
ejaculation of concern rang froic
Bob's Hps as he groped about blindly.

"Boys!" he; gasped, "it's no Use!"
"Kh?" echoed Norman. "What

now?"
"The rope! It ain't here. Wc

can't ring, because it's gone!"
Ding-dong- !

"Mercy!"
There was a scramble for the lad-

der, and exclamations of alTright.
"We've struck it at last!" groaned

a hollow voice.
"Struck what?" demanded Bob.
"The ghosts! They're here the've

stolen the rope they're ringing the
chimes themselves hear them! Oh,
my!" panted the a flighted youth.

Whiz bang! Something went hurt-
ling past 1 lob's head, ami he ducked
unceremoniously. From above, too,
at that moment, sounded a deep,
sepulchral voice.

"Avaunt! get out! get out!"
"Throwing things talking Shale

spcarc!" muttered Bob, suspiciously,
as Ills companions basely deserted
him for the floor below. "Ileal ghosts
don't do it. I'm coming up after you."

Dauntless Bob grasped the ladder
running up in the belfry. Those be

heart as to a brotnir's. He was (11

tressed, awakened, and then a peace-
ful calm swayed his soul ho hated
the things he had loved, ho realized
the hollowness of the bright bauble
he had striven for, holding at its call
only bitter dust and flight.

How his heart beat! It must have
been dead for years? New Year's
chimes ringing, he stood on tho
church porch, he timorously ad-Tanc- ed

the sldo of the trim, lov-

ing, fond woman he had watched all
the even in;;.
' "Naomi Miss Hewitt, do you not
renumber me?"
. Her face paled, her littlo hand
trembled as he grasped it. Then her
soul beamed out in honest welcome,
and then

They were boy and girl again,
"keeping company," walking homo
from watch. meeting as of yore, and
the holy stars smiled down.

Richard Penrith bado Naomi
Hewitt good-b- y at the cottage porch
only to return the next day.

At evening he returned to tho city
to be greeted with dismay at his un-

explained absence by his sister.
"You have alarmed U3, Richard.

So unlike you, too. Rut you look bet-
ter. I declare! You haven't seemed
like your own self for an age. New
Year's resolutions, Richard?" sho
laughed archly.

"Yes," replied the brother, his eyes
sparkling, 4,I have determined to turn
over a new leaf."

"Indeed. Give up your cigars
come out in society?"

"As a married man,, yes."
"IMchard!"
"I mean it, sister," spoke Richard

Penrith, solemnly an 1 earnestly.
"This New Year's day has taught mo
to value the true pleasures of life
not wealth, not power, not pr.de."

"Ah! You have found something
else, Richard?"

"Yes," replied Richard Penrith,
tenderly. '"Back at my boyhood's
home, back where Naomi is waiting
for me to claim her as my wife, I
have found something tangible
love!" Makoahist Maha;.

CHRISTMAS ON THE FARM.

t i;
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p?ople of our set. Do try and como
out of your shell of uncongcniallty.
for once."

"And thrive! In the hypocritical
glare of false friendship and hollow
pleasure?" he interrupted bitterly.
"No, sister. I thank you, but a quiet
corner for me. I am tired I am
weary of all this show, vanity and
vain labor, rive years a drudge, five
more a cynical, flint-hearte- d money-
maker, and what Is the recompense?"

His sister stared at him in amaze-
ment. The recompense! Was the
man going mail? Wealth, social emi-
nence, a proud name! What heights
could possibly lay beyond that pinna-
cle of earthly grandeur and success?

"Excuse me for pleaded
Pent 1th. -- I am tired of it all. Oh,
if out of it all I could extract one
grain of comfort, ono genuine emo-
tion of enjoyment something akin to
the old boyish zest something tangi-
ble!"

Something tangible! He dwelt on
the words at the stately dinner table.
They lingered with him as he tried
to settle down to a quiet smoke in the
library. There arose In his mind a
picture of the past. It was poverty,
obscurity then; but a thought of tho
bare-loote- d rambles through the
woods, of the real coziness of the lit-
tle attic-roo- m back at the old home-
stead, of ambitions tinged with ideal
sentiment and glowing hopes, glori-
fied the years now dead.

He glanced from the window at
the dying clay. Mournful, inexpres-
sibly cold, rcpellant, unlovely, seemed
the wilderness of stately mansions
and still, precise equipages on the
street without. How dilTcrent the
dear o!d village where lie was born!
The narrow streets, its quaint homes,
its heart-warmin- g people floated
across his vision now, and seemed
part of another world.

It was not so very far away. That
little country town nestling among
the hills was only an hour's ride from
the great metropolis. Was he getting
sentimental? What was this strange
impulse that lured him to steal
thither like a thief ashamed, and try
to warm the frozen currents of his
dreary life at the ashes of a dead past?

Ah! the dear old town. How
natural it looked! The old red
school-hous- e, tho rickety depot, the
broad common once again, for the
first time in ten years, Richard Ten-rit- h

trod his native soil that night.
He wandered about the place like

an uneasy ghost haunting the scenes
of former experiences. He felt a
keen pang of actual i nvy as he peered
through the frost-creste- d windows of
the homely village store, and saw its
proprietor, happy, acrcne, all one
glow of perfect delight over the
gathering in of an extra few dollars
for holiday business. Why! a turn of
stock in the city often meant a for-- t
une, for him, and yet scarcely stirred

a nerve!
All heart, all sympathy, all human,

simple felicity! What a paradise,
compared to the hot-hous- e, superfi-
cial life of the city! He paused as a
Hamc spoken by a bent, old man,
passing with a companion, struck
his ear with a shock.

"It's-- , all Miss Naomi's doings, sir.
Bless her dear heart! She's nursed my
wife back to health, she's got my boy
a situation, and we ain't the first
that angel of charity has helped."

"Miss Hewitt is a great friend to
the poor; yes."

Naomi Mis3 Hewitt! Richard
Tenrith stood stock still on the snowy
street. A slight flush surmounted
his brow, his eyes grew larger, then
tender.

Strange how he had forgotten her
stranger still that after all these

years the sudden recurrence of that
once treasured name could stir his
nature as it had not been moved for
nearly a decade!

He tried to smile at the memory of
their boy and girl love, but failed.
Something choked him as he walked
on, and paused to peer through the
windows of a neat, pretty cottage.
Yes, there was the "best room"
brightly lighted, and old Mrs. Hewitt
seated knitting, surrounded by cozi-
ness and warmth. There was the
pretty rustic porch. How often he
had kissed Naomi good-nig- ht under
the dew-spangl- vines surrounding it.
All was the same, only the vines were
dead and drooping now, All wa3
the same. His heart gave a great
bound as tho. vivid lamplight showed
a little framed portrait on the wall;
his picture as he had been, treasured,
esteemed faithfully by the winsome
lass he had sacrificed to tho cold,
cynical demands of gold.

He fell to wonderin i how Naomi
looked now. She was not visible
about the house, and he strolled re-

luctantly on, .and passing people
stared suspiciously at him. Ho fol-
lowed the concourse. 'Ah, another
reminder of the past, the old church,
its glowing portals an open welcome
to all the weary, and hungered, and
penitent.

He entered and glided to an ob-
scure pew. It took him back ten
years. How a certain watch-nigh- t
meeting one New Year's Eve long
ago came back to his mind! Naomi
was there then, and lie was her "com-
pany." Why! Naomi was here now!
Yes! his heart thrilled as he made her
out.

Changed? Yes, as gentle years of
sympathy, and purity, and lovo for
fellow mankind change the face of a
saint. The glory of perfect woman-
hood In her kindly beaming eyes
made Richard Penrith shrink at a
sense of .his own callous unworthi-ncss- .

Angelic influences were here to-

night, surely. Tho whltc-halrc- d

preacher seemed to appeal to his
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GOOD o d - fushloned
Chrls'inas, with theaft loss upon tli hour th,

Hio table l.Ucd with
feasters. au'tdc roc m

th mirth,
With - tho sloekln's

crumtnrd tobu'htlir.
ftii'tl.o modelers plied
Mth know

A good old- - thlonrd CLrlsmas Ilk wo
had so long ao!

Inow that' the thins I'd like to sco as'In
j :tforo I die,
fl'ut Clirls'miw In the city here It's dif-- I

fcrout, ub my!
rVVith tho crowded ir.istlc-bustl- o of tho

In liy. noisy street,
'An' the scowl upon tho faces of tho stran- -

Hers that you mcot.

Oh, there's buylti plenty of It, of a lot o
! gorgeous toys;

It, takes a mint o' money to please
modern Rlrls and boys.

"Why. 1 mind tho time a Jack-Kni- re an a
tofry-lum- p for mo

aiade my little heart nn' stockin lus
chock-fu- ll of ChrU'mas gleo.

An' there's feastln. Think o foodln' with
I these stuck-u- p city folk!
Why, yc have to speak in whispers, an yo

I dar'sn't crack a joke,
ilhen remember how tho tables looked all
j crowded with your kin,
fWhen you couldn't l.eir a whUtlo blow
j n cross the merry din!

rVou see I'm fo I don't
care much for stylo.

(An' to cat your ChrU'ma banquets hero I
wotihln t co a milej

(I'd rather have, like Solomon, a goodyarb- -
dlnner SLt

"With real old friends 4han turlilo soup with
all the nobs you'd cot

jTheio'a my next-do- or neighbor Gurley
fancy how his brows u'd lift

!If I'd holler "Merry Chrls'm is! Caught, old
fellow, Chris'mas clftl'

ll.ordy-Lor- d, 1 'd like to try It! Guess he'd
- vnparly have a fit.
jllans tin's city stiffness, anyways, I can't
j get usGd to It.

Then your heart i kept till It
noarly bu st your side.

An' by night your Jaws were achln' with
you smile four Inches wldo,

An your enemy, the wo'stono,' you 'd Just
crab hU hauil, an-a- y:

Mebbo. both of us was wronj. John. Come,
let's shake. It's ChrU'mas Day!"

ftllglity little Chrl-'ma- s spirit seems to
dwell 'tween city walls.

fWherc each snnwilake bilncs a soot-flak- e

fir a brother nslt falls;
flighty little ChrU'mas spirit! An I'm

pinln. don't you know.
Tor a pood ChrU'mas like we

had s ) Ions ug
Centurv.

SOMETHING TANGIBLE.
E was tired; the look
ot ennui on the
stern, cold face, theBis d r a w n expression
about tho eyes, the
listless pose of the
body, the aimless.
uncertain wander-
ing of the thiif, ner-
vous Angers bespoke
It, verified it, made
it certain.

Yes; he was tired.
As he glanced about
his elegant otlices,
now deserted by the

(clerics for the New Year's holiday,
fthc suggestion of wealth, power; and
jliigh financial standing had no charm
t(i evoke enthusiasm. To Richard
ilVnrith the handsome balance in the
ledger, the princely securities locked
Hip in the massive safe, the plump
bank account at the great trust Insti-
tution across the way, were no more
iat that moment than a heap of
dross, a bundle of withered autumn
leaves.

; One o'clock in the afternoon; the
'clerks had gone home, and he sat lost
iii gloomy, profitless, motiveless rev-
erie. Twc he still stared at vacancy,
thinking of nothing, of everything;
wishing the wheels of business would
never stop, feeling as lonely and out
of his clement in the festive pros-
pects of the next day, as if he was an
uncongenial spirit from another
world.

Three o'clock.
From the stone-pave- d court below,

there was wafted to his hearing the
merry voices of young clerks and
messenger boys engaging in the'

and capers that followed theJranks up" of the year. The
hearty, boyish accents made
him wince. Now long it seemed
Blncc he was a boy! How
many years since he put love, emo-
tion, every human sentiment, into a
sealed casket, buried it fathoms deep,
and became a sordid, money-makin- g

machine! With a sigh, bitter and
resentful, he put on his hat, hurried
from thcolllcc, stepped into his hand-
some carriage at thcurb below, and
was driven homeward down the mag-

nificent boulevard, onc'of the richest,
certainly the most wretched, of men
in all the great city.

The portals of his princely home
opined to admit him to luxury and
comfort a king might covet. His
sister, who directed in domestic
fairs and well maintained the social
status of the establishment, met him,
attired with the elegance of a queen.

"Richard, wc shall need you to-

night. "

He frowned irritably,
i "What is it now?" he queried,
i

44A reception. I expect two gene-
ral, an artist, and somt 'f tho best

THE GHOST CHIMES.

usxf iv lj minutes to
'L--

jjf l less than a
r-- A quarter of an

J.hour more, and
'A; the Ch r 1st mas
'oHighost chimes will

fl begin 1o ring!"
J.; J.i x i t.mm'iW-rt- ' stood watching

rly

the clock in the
cozy sitting-roo- m

with an eairer. ex- -

(' pectant face as
Mio spoKe. iter
mother anxiously
added:

"Dear boys! I
am sorry I consented to their going.
The storm Is rising; it is a dark,
dreary walk, and after the trouble
about Oscar, I am nervous for them."

Oscar, her nephew, was the one
spot of gloom haunting an otherwise
bright and glowing Christmas eve. .

He had been staying at the Beverly
homo for some weeks, and he and
her boys, Norman and Bob, had got
on together like tried brothers.

Three nights previous, however, a
youthful escapade among the apple
bins in Farmer Drew's barn had led
to the capture of Oscar. The irate

mmiW f L

lit11 i

FIVE MINUTES
farmer had administered a flogging.
The hot-temper- Oscar had rejoined
his cousins smarting from the lashes,
sullen, resentful, uncommunicative,
except to burst out that he would "get
even with that old curmudgeon if It
took him ten years!"

The next morning, Oscar was found
missing. His bed had not been slept
in: nn open window showed how he
had left the house. His mysterious
disappearance could be explained In
only (nc way; he shrank from the
humiliation of his punishment, and
had left for his home surreptitiously.

Oscar had missed a great treat In
leaving so abruptly, Norman and Boh
had told their mother that afternoon.
They and half a dozen boon com-
panions were going up t.i Hemlock
Hill that night to ring the ghost
chimes. What an inspiring jaunt
poor Oscar had lost through his folly!

The "ghost chimes" were quitein
Inrtitution with Fairfield boys. Years
before a wealthy gentleman had built
a church at Hemlock Hill. For a
time It was the general place of wor-
ship of the district. Then Fairfield
became the populated center, new
'churches nearer home attracted the
people, the Hill temple fell into dis-
use, and then decay, and now, wln-dowles- s,

doorless, a mournful ruin,
it was given over to bats and owls.

One Christmas eve, four years
agone, the villagers had been startled
from midnight sleep by the chimes of
the old tower pealing out sweetly the
dawn of another Christmas morn.
The mysterious ringers were never
traced. Boyish gossip discerned a
ghostly hand in the occurrence, and
since then, at every recurring Christ-
mas eve, it was considcied an act of
royal daring to visit the distant luin,

On this venture, Norman, Bob
and six doughty companions had de-

parted an hour since, and, with a
fond mother's anxiety, Mrs. Beverly
and Nina were counting the minutes
ticked slowly away by the clock.

Midnight!
Strange! The chimes were not

forthcoming, the boys were not on
time.

There aro moro ducks in the Chinoso
Empire, says an authority, than In all
tho world outside of it. Thoy aro kept
by tho Celestials on tvery xarm,. on th
public and private roads, on streets of
cities, and on all tho lakes, ponds, riv-
ers, streams, and brooks In tho country.

SlOO Howard. 8100.
The of this pepr will be ploased

to learn that there is at last one ure.vled
disease that science has bvcu .able to cure
in all its stages, and that is Catarrh.
Hall's Catarrh Cure is the only positive oure
now known to the medical fraternity. Catarrh
belnfl a constitutional disease, requires a con.
stitutinnal treatment. Hall's Catarrh Cure is
taken internally, nctlng directly upon th? blood
ami mucous surfaces of the system, therobv
destroying the foundation of the disease, anil
giving the patient strtnjth by building up the
constitution and assisting nature in doing its
work. The proprietors bare no much faith in
its curative powers that they offer One Hundred
Dollars for any case that it falls to cure, bend
for list of testimonials.

Address, Y. J. CHKNEY& CO., Toledo, O.
?Sold by Druggists, 75c.

It Is Impossible to form a good sen-
tence of tho English alphabet using ev-

ery letter only once.

Hue Playing Cards.
Fend 10 cents In stamrs (9 John Sebas-

tian, Gcn'l Tlckot and Pa?9.JAgt. C, It I.
& P. li'y. Chicago, for a pack of the "IIoclc
Island" Playing Cards. They aro acknowl-
edged the best, and worth five times th
cost. Send money order or postal note for
50c. and will send five packs by express,
prepaid.

Tue January (holiday number) of
Codey's Magazino will bo one of the
Mne3t specimens of periodical literature j

ever brought out. The frontlspleco,
printed in two'.ve colors, from a water-- (
color painting by "NV. Granville Smith,
illustrating tho complote novel, "A'
Christmas Witch, H by Gertrudo Ather-to- n,

13 a feature never before attempted.
There are also many and brilliant feat- -'

ures in this numlor. Every book-love- r

should have this Issue of Godey's.

Important to Fleshy Teople. I

We have noticed a page article In the
Hoston Globe on roduclng weight at a very
small expense. It will pay our readers to
send two-ce- nt stamp for a copy to Betlna
Circulating Library, 26 H Washlngtca
street, Chicago, III

TnEiis are a large number of hyglenlo
physicians who claim that.dlsease Is always
the result of a transgression of Natures
laws. Tho proprietors of Garfield Tea aro
both physicians nnd have devoted years to
teaching tho people how to avoid slcknes
by following Nature's laws. They glvo
away with every package cf Garfield Tea
a little book which they claim will enable
all persons, if directions are followed, to
avoid sickness of all kinds, and to have
no need for GarEold Tea or any other
medicine.

A GirtL who is vain of her littlo feet
doesn't worry much about' tho size of
her head. Frco Tress.

AN EXTENDED POPULARITY. rtnow.V
Hhonchial Troches have for many year
been tho most popular article in uso for re-
lieving Coughs and Throat troubles.

A Kansas City farming Implement
house intends sending out a young
woman as a drummer next year.

Asthmatic Troubles and Soreness of
the Lungs or Throat are usually overcome
by Dr. I). Jayno'a Expectorant a sure
curative for Colds.

Tea Is gathered from tho plant four
times a year.

If afflicted with Sore Eyes, use Dr. Isaio
Thompson's Ere Water. Drueeists sell it 2 o

3E3E ITS."
OLD. CHRONIC

FiLIEIS
SUCCUMB TO

ST. JACOBS OIL
IT
HITS
THE SPOT
AND CURES.

1 irrarprp Illustrated Publications.
i "f 3 is WITH MAPS. 4MriblBf

AIinaiota,Nerth Dakota. MoiitM.
I Idaho, Washington aad Dm oa. th

FR1B GOVERNMENT
and low price n n rvnrmi

NORTIIERM I 'III II

PACIFIC R. R. IHLJYJL
I I yTh beat AfTlwltoral. Grade H Timber
LJ Landinoweia toamlara. Hal ld FREE. AUrttm
tUAS. It. LlMBOHi, Uad Uain X. 1. ft. n., SU rail, Mia.

MENTION THIS PAPKH wam vw .avaart.iaa.
hlnt Habit Card In lO

v till cared-- ,

Lebsnon.Ohlo.
MlPmu 1 MIS fArtR warn T ia.ian.am.

nr?Af?Ni:S3 AND HEAD N0ISCS CURED
P 1 1 LA IT bT "tk'i larUibl. Kar Cnth kn. VVhl.r h..rd.

alBlnSl ftuMroifol wha all wnhllti fall. Rol.lrnCC
r V. lliacna. 56 BVay. N . Y. Wrlu for kooa af praofa t If LB

MENTION THIS PATER waa warn to aavaaruaaa.

A mIL The AfVlrun Kola Plmnt,LiCTn ill ?! discovered In Congo, Weal
Africa, Is Nature's burCure for Asthma, lore (inarantffd or Me

Vmj. Kiport Office, 1164 Hmalway, New York.For Lrftrare Trt Vn, I'ltKK by Hall, address
KOLA IM0TIMa CO.. lit Vlaaa.,Claalaatl.Ooie.

MENTION THIS fArtR win vam.a ro aafaanaaaa.

cunn.
Care Consumption, Coughs, Croup, Roro

Throat. SoM by all Drnniats en a Guarantee.
For a Lame Side, Back or Cheat Shlloh'a Porous
Plaster will give treat satisfaction. fJ etnt.

The I:iy Should lie One of Joy and Hap-
piness In tho Ilural Home.

Because the regular routine of
chores has to be gone through 305
days a year is no reason why Christ-
mas and other holidays should not bo
days of gladness and good cheer upon
the farm.

Make the same provision the day
before, for the lessening tho amount
of work that must be done, as you do
for Sunday; then let It be dong up as
quickly as possible as thoroughness
will allow; and we believe in showing
"good will" to even the dumb brutes
by giving them an extra allowance of
feed, cither in quality or quantity
not that we think they have winy ap-

preciation of the day or motive that
prompts it, .but they will appreciate
the fact. The work done up, turn
about to have just as good a time as
po slblc a day full of Joy and happl;
ncss because the pleasure of others is
sought more than the gratification of
self.

If the. home consists of-onl- "wifo
and I," see that wife has as much at-
tention and "waiting on" as when you
were courting her. If there is sleigh-
ing the old times can be all the'better
revived, if not, and tho wheeling is
not good, Just make the day one of
the best In which to see your "girl."

If the home nest has birdlings in it,
have a romp with these; if the "bird-lings- "

have grown to be "great strap-
ping fellows," show them that father
can be a boy with them and have a
good time at hunting, trapping, or
whatever they choose.

If those who bless your home are
fair maidens of 'sweet sixteen," or
any other age, consult their wishes
and tastes as to how the day is to bo
used. Ic either of the last threo
cases bo sure the wife and mother is
consulted and her wishes put first.

Where there Is hired help, have tho
day a glad one for them, too, whether
they wish to seek enjoyment else-
where or in the home of their em-

ployer.
Americans do not take enough

holidays. American farmers do not
unbend often enough or long enough.
Try taking more leisure, begin with
New Year's, 1893, and continue at
Intervals through tho year, and seo
if Christmas '93 docs not find you
younger and less worn out than
Christmas 1892 did.

T.axt War CMirUtm. (Jlftn.
I wonder where last year's Christ-

mas presents are? A great many of
them have gone into the shades of
the dust bin, a great many of them
arc nuisances around houses, a great
many of them have been kept to give
to somebody else this year. I supposo
6omc of them have been and arc re-

ligiously kept. Everybody has some
little keepsake, often the least costly,
that he does not want to part with.
Who knows? A little hand has
wrapped it in silk paper and tied it
with blue ribbon, and tho ribbon Is
around It yet, perhaps the papor, too.
There is a little tender note in tho
packet signed with a little tender
name, and it carries indestructibly
tlio whispers of a tender love. Tho
little baud has possibly slapped him
since, and rested affectionately beforo
tho minister In another's palm; but
that little packago recalls a lot of
sweetness, and In the seclusion of his
thoughts, even In the ecstasy of anew
love, lie says,to himself, "If I hadn't
found her out!" San Prancisco
Chronicle

"Now, Johnny, you've had a merry
Christmas, and you must be good till
next Christmas to piy for it." "Oh,
yes, of course, be good. I don't bc-lle- vo

you can hire me to be good a
whole year for a tin horse and a story
book Just like what Bill Jones was
going to trade me for three marbles.
Not much!"

TO TWELVE."
low held their breath. There was a
lapse of excruciating silence, then
half-audibl- e tones in apparent con-
versation, and thenascrambllngdown

Norman had lighted a bit of candle
he had found in ids pocket. As its
rays illumined the aperture near the
ladder, he saw two forms clamber
into view.

"I've found the ghost!" announced
Bob Beverly in excited triumph.

"Oscar!" gasped Norman, staring
vaguely at his brother's conan!on.

"Yes, Oscar, it is, sure and true,"
responded Bob, energetically.

"What does It mean?" murmured
the boys, crowding abjut the pile
and shrinking Oscar.

"It means thai Oscar has been
laboring under a mistake," spoke up
Bob. "Ho was mad at old farmer
Drew for horsewhipping him, and
left our house to tip over his feed
troughs and set his cider but ts run-
ning, out of revenge. Bad work, I'll
confers. Just as he got to Drew's barn
that night he lit a match and it fell
among a heap of straw. He couldn't
put it out, got scared, and ran. He
could see the glare and supposed he
had burned Drew our, house and
baggage. He's been hiding in the
old church here ever since, and lie
tried to scare us away ."

"And all the fire did was to burn
over an. old stubble Held!" exclaimed
Not man.

"Exactly. Come, Oscar, cheer up.
You say you've sufTered like a pen-i-ten-t

during your two clays of starv-
ing and freezing, and I guess that
atones for the hot-head- ei mischief
you never intended to do."

"It's taught me a lesson, all the
same," murmured Oscar humbly.

Christmas chimes did not ring that
nUht from the old church tower, but
Christmas Joy was not lacking in
motherly Mrs. BcvcrlyM heart as she
welcomed home the penitent prodigal.

Victoh Badoliff.

Society Is tbe atmoephcre of pouU;
and wo necessarily imMle from It some-
thing which Is either infectiouj or
aealtUuL
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